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The Call of the

With Illustrations
from Photographs of Scenes
in the Play

(Covyright, m: brW. J Watt & Co)
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SYNOPSIS.

On  Misery creek  Sally  Miller  finds
George Leacott, s landscape painler, un-
consclous Jemso Purvy of the Holiman
¢la  bewn » el Sun 1 IS muE-

ecied of Jimson  donles it
he  &Ioo! ¢ truce In the

Hollman-South Lescott discovers |
artisie  wbiilt - SBamson Samsan
thronsles Tumnrack dear and denounces
him as the “truce.busior” who shot Purvs

Banwon tells the South elan that he is
80lng ta Tonve the mountains Lescotl

g».., hotie o New York, Samson bids
plier aud Sally farawéll nnd follows In

fork Sumson studies art and lsarns
of vity ways  Drennle ol
Wiltred Horwon, her
lover, 10 do & man's work In the workl
Prompted by hor love, Rally teaches her-
eolf to write. Horton throws himeelf into
the bhuainess worll and  becomes well
hated by predatory financiers and politd-
viAns Al o RBohemian resort
meets Willlam Farbist orty socinl par
asite. and Horton's oo Fartsh con:
spires with others (o ake Horton Yenls
ous, and succeeds
and Samson together at the Keamore
elud’s shooting lodge, and forces an open
rupture. expecting 8amson to il Horton

and so rid the politleal and Anancial tl uge I :
P19t | by bit the truth of the conspiracy had | down the staire in motor coat and

of the crusader
aml thrashes the

Bamson espores the
aonapirntors

CHAPTER XI|—Continued.

ott brought me up here
and befriended me. Until a vear ago
I had oever known any life exeept
that of the Cuymberiand mountaing
Until 1| et Miss Lescott, | had never
known a woman of your world She
WHE  gowd that In
gplte of my roughness and Ignorance 1

“Ueorege les

lo me She saw

wanted to learn, and she taught me,
You chose to misunderstand, and dis:
iked me These men saw that, and
believed thaot, if they could make you
Insult me they could make me kill
you, As to vour part, they succeeded.

I didn't eee fit to oblige them, but
now that I've settled with them, I'm
-‘l-l!lll;;: to give vou satlsfaction Do
fight now atd shuke hands after
ward v glitke hands without
Aghting?"

Horton slood
mouniaineer

"Good God!'" he exclalmed at last
And vou are the man 1 undertook to
criticige!’

“You ain't answered my question”
suggested Samson South.

“South
hands with me 1 ghali be grateful. 1
may a@ well admit that, if you had
thraslied me before that crowd, you
<ould hagdly have succeeded In mak

we

or do w

silently studying the

dng ma fedl smaller. 1 have played
unto their hands, [ have been a damned
fool. 1 have riddled my own sell

respect—and if you can afford to ac-
~apt my apologles and my hand [ am
ering you both ™

“T'm right glad to bear that,! said
Lthe ntisin boy, Eravely *1 told
you U'd lust as lef shake hands as

o

fght But just now I'va got to
go ta ti lephone.”

The booth was in the same room,
apd, az Horton walted, he recognized
the pumber for which Samson was
calling red’s face once more
fushed with the old prejudice. Could
it be that Samson meant to tell Adri
anne Lescott what had transpired?
Was Lo, after nll, the bruggart who
Boasted of hls Hehts? And, If not,
wax it Samson's custom to call her
up overy eve goond-night

ing four a
message® He turnd and went into
the hall after a feow minutes, re

curned

hut
“I'm glad you Hked the show :
the mountaineer was NO,
nothing special = happening here—
except that the ducks are plentiful.
Yes, 1 like it fine Mr.
Horlon's here Wait a minute—l
guess mnybe he'd like to talk to you™

The Kentuckian beckoned to Hor-
ton, and, as he surrendered the re-
ceiver, left the room. He was think-
ing with a #mile of the unconsclous
humor with which the girl's voice had
just come across the wire:

“I knew that {f you two met each
other you would become friends.”

“1 reckon,” sald Samson, ruefully,
when Hortoa juined him, “we'd better
look around and see how bad those
fellows are hurt in there. They may
need a doctor.” And the two went
back to find several startled servants
sesisting to their beds the disabled
combatants, and the next morning
their inquiries elicited the i(nforma-
tion that the gentlemen were all “able
to be about, hut were breakfasting in
their rooms.”

Such as looked from their windows
that morning saw an unespected ell-
max, when the car of Mr. Wiifred
Horton drove away from the club car
rymng the man whom they had boped
o see killod and the man they had
hoped 1o see kill him. The two ap
peared 1o be in excellent spirits and
thoroughly congenial as the car rolled
out of sight, and the gentlemen who
ware left behind decided that, in view
of the circumstances, the “extraordl-
nary spree” of last night had best go
unadvertised Into ancient history.

CHAPTER X
™o second year of a new o
fewer radical changes than
Bamson’s work o
of ranks of the
show symptoms of a
some day give It

sayving
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Il studiea to Inguire suddenly:

| slon

Frarbish brings Horton '

I way to and from the general direction

if you are willing to shake |

| Heretofore his instructors had held
him rigidly to the limitations of black
and white, but now they took off the
| bonds and permitted him the colorful
delight of attempting to expresa him-
self from the palette. It was like per-
mitting 4 natural poet to leave prose
and play with prosody.

One day Adrienne looked up from a
sheaf of his very creditable landscape

“Samson, are you a rich man or a
, poor ona?"

He laughed. “So rich,” he told her,
| “that unless 1 can turn some of this
| StUfl into money within & year or two
|1 shall have to go back to hoelng

corn.”

She nodded gravely,

“Hasn't it occurred to you," she
| demanded, “that in a way you are

wasting your gifts? They ware talk-
ing about you the other evenlng—soev-
eral painters. They all said that you

For & moment she sald wothing,
then ehook her head agaln.

“Issue your orders,” he insisted. *1
am walting to obey."

She hesitated agaln, then sald,
slowly:

“Have your hair cut. It's the one
uncivilized thing about you."

For an instant Samson's face hard-
ened,

“No,” he sald; “1 don't care to do
that.”

“Oh, very well!" she laughed lightly.
“In that event, of coursa, you shouldn’t
do It." But her smile (aded, and after
& moment he explained:

“You see, It wouldn't do.*

“What do you mean?" |
“l mean that I've got to keep some-
thing as it was to remind me of a prior |

claim on my life."

For an Instant the girl's face cloud
ed and grew deeply troublaed,

“You don't mean,” she asked., with
an outburst of interest more vehement

should be doing portraits.”
The Kentuckian smiled

His mas-

thing. He had fallen in love with art
through the appeal of the skles and
| hills. He had followed fts call st the
proselyting of George Lescott, who
painted ouly landscape. Portralture
geemed a less artistic form of expres-
He sald #o

ters had been telling him the same |

than ghe had meant to show, or real
ized she was showing—"you don't
menn that you still adhere to ideas of
the vendetta?' Then she broke off
with a laugh, a rather nervous laugh
“Of course not,” ghe unswered hor
self. “That would be too absurd'”

“Would 1t?" asked Samsen, simply
He glanced at his watch. "Two min-

“That may all be very true,” she
conceded, “but you can go on with

[ your landscapes and let your por- |
Samson |

traits pay the way. And,"” she added, |
“since 1 am very valn and moderately

rich, 1 hereby commission you to
paint me, just as soon as you learm |
how." l

Farbish had simply dropped out. Bit

leaked, and he knew that his merul-i
ness was ended and that well-lined |

i pocketbooks would no longer open o]

his proffigate demands
L . . - » - -
Sally had started to school She
had not announced that she meant to
do so, but each day the people of Misery
saw her old sorrel mare making it

of Stagbona college, and they smiled

No one knew how Sallv's cheeks
flamed as she sat alone on Saturdays
and Sundays on the rock at the back-
hone's rift. She was taking her place,
morbidly sensitive and a woman of
pighteen, among lttle spindleshanked
girls in short skirts, and the little '
girls more advanced than she
But she, too, meant to have “l'arnin’ “—
as much of It as was neces=ary Lo sat
isfy the lover who might never come
And yet, the “fotched-on” teachers ot
the “eollege” thought her the moutl
voraciously ambitious pupil they had
ever had, so unflaggingly did she toll, |
and the moet remarkably acquisitive,

g0 fast did she learn '

wers

But her studies
had aegnin been Interrupted. and Miss |

|(ir\w|r. her teachor, ridiug over one

day to find out why her prize scholar
had deserted. met In the road an
empty “jolt wagon,” followed by a
ragged cortege of mounted men and
women, whose faces were still lugu-
brious with the effort of recent
mourning Her question elicited the
information that they were returning
from the "buryin®* of the Widow Mil-
ler

- - . - L] - L]

Towards the end
son uundertook his
ente Lescott. The work was nearing
eompletion, but it had been agreed
that the glrl herself was not to have
a peep at the canvas untll the palnter
wis ready to unveil it in a finlshed
coudition. Often, as she posed, Wi
fred Horton idled in the studio with
them, and oftemn George Lesecott ceame
to criticize, and left without critieiz

The glrl was impatient for the

when she, too, was to see the ;..'1'
ture, concerning which the three men
maintained so profoand a secrecy. Bhe
know that Sam=an was a painter who
analyvzed with his brush, and that his
picture would show her not only fea
tures and expression, but the man's
estimate of herself

Do you know,” he said one day,
coming out from behind his easel and
studring her, through half-closed eyes,
"] never really began to know you un.
| til now? Analyzing you—studying you
| {n this fashion, not by your worde, but

by your expression, your pose, the
very unconsclous essence of your per-
| spnality—these things are illuminat-
| ing.”

“Although I am not palnting vou,"
she sald with a smile, “1 have been
| studying you, too. As you stand there
| before your CANYAs your own person-
| ality is revealed—and | have not been
| entirely unobservant myself."
| “And under the X-ray scrutiny of

this profound analysis,” he sald with
a laugh, “do you like me?"

| “Walt and see,” she retorted.

| “At all events"—he spoke gravely—
“vyou must try to like me a little, be-
| cause | am not what I was. The per
Isan that 1 am Is largely the creature
~of your own fashioning. Of course
'|you had very raw material to work
with, and you can't make a silk purse
of"—he broke off and smiled—"well
lof me, but in time you may at least
get me mercerized a littla”

For no visible reason she fushed,
| and her next question came a trifle
cagerly:

Do you mean | have
' youl™

“Influenced me, Drennle!” he re
peated. “You have done more than
that. You have painted me out and

portralt of Adri-

ing
day

influenced

of that year Sam- |

utes up,” he announced. “The model
will please resume the pose. By the
way, may | drive with you tomorrow
afternoon

The next afternoon Samson ran up
the street steps of the Lescott house
and rang the bell, and a few moments
later Adrienne appeared. The car was
walting outside, and, as the girl came

vell, she pauned and her fingers on the
banister tightened in surprise as she
looked at the man who stood helow
holding his hat in his hand, with bhia
face upturned. The wellshaped head
was no longer marred by the mane
which it had formerly worn, but was
close cropped, and under the trans
forming Influence of the change the
forehead seemed bolder and higher,
and to her thinking the strength of
the purposeful features was enbanced,
and yet, had ghe known it, the man
felt that he had for the first time sur
rendered a point which meant an abas
donment of something akin to pri:

ciple

she sald nothing, but as she tock
hizs hand ‘n greeting her Bogors
| pressed his own In handelasp more

lingering than usual

Late that evening, when Samson re
turned to the studio, he found & mis-
eive in his letter box, and, a8 he took
It out. his vyes fell on the postmark
It was dated from Hixzon, Kentucky,
and, a= the man slowly ellmbed the
stalrs, he turred the envelope over in !
his hand with a strange sense of mis. |
giving and premonition |

The letter was written [n  the
cramped hand of Brother Spencer
Through Its faulty diction ran a plaln-
Iy discernible undernote of disapproval
for Samson, though there was no word
of reproof or crfticlsm. It was plain
that It war sent ae a matter of cour
tesy to one who, having proved an
apostate, scarcely merited such consid-
eration. It informed him that old

Spicer South had been “mighty pore

I¥,” but was now better, barring the
breaking of age. Eveéryone was "tol
erable.’ Then came the announce

ment which the letter had beon writ.
ten to couvey

| The term of the South-Hollman truce
hnd ended, and it had been renewed
for an indefinite period.

Rome of your folks thouglit they
ought to let you Kknow because they
promised to give you a say wrole
the informant 11ut they decided that
it eouldu’t hardly make no difference
ta vou since you have left the moun:
taings, and It you cared anything about
{t, you knew the time, and could of
Hoping this finds you

been
well

Sameons face clouded. Tie threw
|1hn solled and gcribbled missive down
o the table and satl with unseelng
|P_‘|-p fixed on the studlo wall So, they
had cast him out of thelr councils! |
They already thought of him as one |
| who had been,

In that passionate rush of feeling
leverything that had bappened slnce
he had left Misery seemed artificial
and dreamlike. He longed for the
realities that were forfelted. e want- |
ed to press himself close to the great,
gray shoulders of rock that broke
through the greenery like glants tear
ing off soft raiment. Those were his
people back there. He should be rum-
ning with the wolf pack, not coursing
with beagles.

He had been telling himsell that he
was loyal and now he realized that he
was drifting like the lotus eaters

He rose and paced the foor, with
teeth and hands clenched and the
sweat standing out on his forehead.
His advisers had of late been urging
him to go to Paris. He had refused,
and his unconfessed reason had been
that in Paris he could nol answer a
sudden call. He would go back to
them now and compel them to admit
his leadership,

Then his eyes fell on the unfinished
portrait of Adrienne. The face gased
at him with its grave sweetness; ite
fragrant subtlety and its fine-grained
delicacy, Her pictured lips were »l
lently arguing for the Iife he

" with his clenched fists.

tice. His own people had cast Bm
out. They had brapnded him as the
deserter; they felt no need of him of
his counsel, Very well, lot them have
it so, His problem had been settled
for him, His Gordian knot was cut.
Sally and his uncle alone had his
address. This letter, casting Whm out,
must have been authorized by them,
Brother Spencer acting merely as
amanuensls, They, too, had repudi
ated him-—and, If that were true, ex-
cept for the graves of his parents,
the hills had no tie to hold him,
“Sally, Sally!" he groaned, dropping
his face on his crossed arms, while
his shoulders heaved in an agony of
heartbreak, and his worda came in the
old, crude syllables: “l ‘lowed you'd
believe In me ef hell froze!™ He rose
after that, and made a flerce gesture
“All right,”
he sald, bitterly, “I'm shet of the lot
of yo, 'm done!™
Hut it was easler to say the words
of repudiation tham to cut the tlea
that were knotled about his heart.
With a rankiing soul, the mountain.
cor left New York. He wrote Sally a
brief note, telling her that he was go-
ing to cross the ocean, but his hurt
pride forbade his pleading for her con.
fidence, or addipg, “1 love you.” Ho
pjunged into the art life of the “other
side of the Seine,” and worked vors
clonsly He was trying to learn

gave Adriennc carte blanche @ hewes
among his portfolios and siached can
vases until his return. In a few min:
utes she discovered one of those of

forta which she called his “rebellious ;

pletures.”

These were such things as he paint:
ed, using no model except memory
perhaps, not for the making of finlshed
pletures, but merely to give outlet to
his feelings; an outlet which some
men might have found in talk.

This particular canvas was roughly
blocked In, and It was elementally
simple, but each brush stroke had
been thrown against the surface with
the concentrated fire and energy of &
blow, except the wtrokes that had
painted the face, and there the brush
had seemed to kiss the canvas. The
ploture showed & barefooted girl,
gtanding, In barbarfe simplicity of
dress, in the glare of the arena, while
& gaunt lon erouched eyeing her, Her
head was lifted as though she wero
listening to faraway music. In the
eyes was Indomitabla courage. That
eanvas was al once & declaration of
love, and a miserere. Adrienns set
it up beside her own portrait, and, as
she studied the two with her chin rest-
ing on her gloved hand. her eyes
clearsd of questioning. Now she know
what she missed In her own more
beautiful likeness. It had been paint
ed with all the adniration of the mind.

much—and to forget much.

One sunny afternoon when Samson |
had been in the Quartier Latin for
e¢lght or nine mopths the conclerge of |
his lodgings handed him, as he passed |
through the cour, an envelope ad-
dressed (h the hand of Adrienne Les-
cott. As he read it he felt a glow of
pleasurable surprise, and, wheeling, he
retraced his steps briskly 1o his lodg:
ings, where he began to pack Adri- |
enne had written that she and her
mother and Wilfred Horton were sall |
ing for Naples, and commanded huﬂ._J
unless he were too busy, to weet thelr
steamer, Within {wo hours he was
bound for Lucerne to cross the ltalian |
frontier by the slateblue waters of
lake Magglore

A few wecks later Samson and Ad-
rienne were standing together by
moonlight in the ruins of the Coll
The junketingabout 1taly had

s¢um

e |
|
|

His Eyes Fell on the Postmark.

been charming, and now in that circle
of sepla softness and broken columns
be looked at her and suddeniy asked
himself

“Just what does she mean o you?™

If he had never asked himself that
question before he knew now that It
must some day be anawered  Friend
ghip had beon a good and scemingly
a sufficlent definltion Now heo was not
g0 gure that It could remaln so

Then his thoughts went back to a
cabin In the hills and a gir! In eallco
He heard a volce like the volce of a
song bird saying through tears:

I couldn’t live without ye, Bamson

1 Jeet couldn’t do hit!

For a moment he was sick of his lile
It scemed that there stood belore him,
in that place of historic wraiths snd
memortes, a glrl,
loyal, aud without reproof

“You look. sald Adrienne, studying
his countenance in the pallor of the
moonlight, “as though you were see
ing ghosta™

“I am,” sald S8amson. “Let's go.”

Adrienne had not yet seen her por
trait Bamson had needed a few hours
of finlshing when be left New York
though It was work which could be
done away from the model. So it was
natural that when the party reached
Paris Adrienne should soon insist on
crossing the Pont d'Alexandre 111 to
his studio near the “Boule Mich” for an
inspection of her commissioned canvas.
For a while she wapdered about the
businessilke place, ltered with the
gear of the painter's eraft. It was, In
a way, a form of mindreading, for
Samson's brush was the tongve of his
soul

The girl's eyes grew Lhoughtful as
sho saw that he still drew the leering.
saturnine face of Jim Asberry. He
had npot outgrown hate, then? Put

Bef
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| foreboding —"that,

her eves sad, bot |
| has happened, and he ia through with

The other had beon dashed off straight
from the heart—and this other waa
Sally! She replaced the sketch where
she had found |t and Bamson return.
ing found her busy with little sketches
of the Seine

L] - L] L L L L]

“Dreanie.” pleaded Wilfred Hortoa,
as the two leaned on the rail of the
Mauretania, returning from Europe,
“ate you golng to hold me off In-
definitely* I've served my aseven
years for Rachel, and thrown in some
ettra time. Am I no nearer the goal*™

The girl looked at the oily heave of
the leadon and cheerless Atlantic, and
its somber tones found reflection in
her eyea. She shook her head

1 wish | knew,” she said, wearily.
Then she sdded vehemently. “1'm not
worth it, Wilired. Let me go Chuck
me out of your life as & litle pif who
can't read her own hoart. who s too
utterly selfish to decide upon her own
life "

Is t"=he the queation with

after all, 1| was &
prophet? Have you - and South —
wiped your f(eet on the doormatl
marked ‘Platonie (riendalip”™ Have
you done that, Drennie®™

She looked up Into his eyes Her
awn were wide and honest and very
full of paln

(T BE CONTINUED)

AGE HAS ITS COMPENSATION

Philesophical View as Taken by This
Man Seems to Have Much te
Recommend It

pat

He was & lively old chap of past
pevenly al a lobster palace table with
A giass of plain water for tipple

“Of course,’ he was saying to the
younger men with him “1 am nol a8

! long for this worid as you chaps are,

if you Hve to be as old as | am, bul
| have a satisfaction in life that you
havent I know, because when |
was In my fortles every time | had
anything the matter w=ith me | got
scared

| was afrald that either ft would
kill me with only half my lite Hved or
that it was some lingering diseass thal

' would make thirty or forty years of

my life & burden Nor was 1 alone
in thinking that way Hvery man of
my age had the same feeling. | think
that comes to most men whea they
are about thiny

‘Youth's carclessness lasts only 8
very short time and a tnan mighty
soon begins to wonder what will bap-
pen to him next, or how long he will
stay in good shape. When & ran
reaches my age he bagina to be care
less again Most of what will happen

it,;/and what is to happen vext doesn’t
make much difference because in Lhe
pature of things It can’t last long
whatever It Is and the Amallty comes
as A reating spell and a cessation trom
the worries of the flesh

“] know some old men who don't
take the same view of themselves thal
lihanllmmfutb-.h
cause n man owes it to himself, 1
think, to quit bothering about giviag
up when he kmows he has 1o do W
whether or no.™

Pleasure in One's Work.

ure gives a sense of freedom that is a
rest, as a wide road rests the

taln mastership in I, one must be
drawn back to i repeatedly by its at-
tractions, and must find one’s powers
evoked and trained by its Inspiration.

THIS WOMAN'S
© " SIBKNESS

Quickly Yielded T E.
Pinkham’s \"Q:OLI’Bh

WANTED B o ™ o e et
e B a—

B v Serbr—y S g

A Tip.
“How can | Reep wy halr drom falk
ng out™
“Twon't do anything that aanoys i~
You never can tell Mary a4 man
who wrilos pretty punk love letters
makes &8 mighty grod husband

Breaking 1t Gently
Malid—Thieves go! Ist0 & wouss In
this sirvet last night and stule all the

slver

Mistress- What stupld pecple to
leave doors uplocked’ Whose house
was It*

Maii= 1t was a! number 7

Mistress - Why that |8 our douse’

Maid- “¥ee maam but | dd nt
wani to frighton sou

WHEN KIDNEYS ACT BAD
TAKE GLASS OF SALTS

Eat Less Meat If Kidnays Hurt or You
Have Backache or Bladder Misery
—Meat Forma Uric Acid.

No man or woman who eals meal
reguiarly can make & mistake by fAush-
ing the kidueys ovensionally, says a
well known  suthority Meat forms
uric acid which clogs the kKidney pores
po they sluggiahly filter or strain ooly
part of the waste and polsona from
the biood, then you get sick. Nearly
all rheumatism, headaches, Nver trow-
ble, urrvousness, cotatipation, dissi-
hese  slocoploasness, bladder disordora
cotme from sluggleh kidneys

The moment you feel a dull achs in
the kidneve or your back hurts, or If
the urine s cloudy, ofensive, full of
pediment, Irregular of passage of at-
tended by a sémsation of scalding. get
about lour ounces of Jad Salta from
any rellable pharmacy and take &
tablsapoonful ln a glass of water be-
fore hevakfast for a tew days and your
Kidneys will then act fne  This fa-
mona salts Is made from the acld of
grapes and lemon julce, combined with
Uthia and has been used for genera-
tions to fush clogged Ridneys and
stimulate them to activity, also to new-
tralize the acids In urine so R no
longer causes Irritation, thus ending
bladder dinorders,

Jad Salts Is Inexpensive and eannot
injure, makes a delightful efferves

" cent hia-water drink which all reg:

ular meat eaters should take now and

" then 0 keep the kidneys clean and
. the blood pure, thereby avolding se
' rious kidney complications. —Ady.

—

Quite Probable. .
Teachor—The pasalve verb, Johany,

' expresses the nature of receiving an

|

[ ]

actiom. For Instance, “Johuny W=
spanked.” Now tell me what does
Johnny do?
Student
ny bollers.

prn TR e Wothers

CABTORIA, a safe and sure remedy
infants and children, and see that It

Nears the

(with (magination}—John-

—Prof. Edward D Jones. In Engineer | Bignatare of 3
Ing Magazine. | 1n Use For Over 30 Years, v
Children Cry for Fletcher's Castoria
Primitiva Chiness 8Stiil. : —
In the extraction of camphor the Veotuble.
Chinese use a most primitive still, “Is he & man of his word ™
which at the same time proves of con- “1 don’t belleve so. He's & man of
siderable more eMicacy than might be | too many words ~
expected. The leaves are placed in a - ———
wicker basket, which is fxed over an Grannleted Eyelids,
{ron caldron containing waler. On the ore‘" |y=
~yhe b - m::m quichl -.b
s The steam
At s et et | LY €S B v
carries over the camphor vapor, -
which is deposited in the form of eam | Horwe Lo
a-- cool under surtaee of e | Orugruen oo

.
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